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rriO  my  many  kind  and  sympathizing  Friends 
-*-  and  Patrons  I  venture  to  offer  the  follow- 
ing little  Poems,  which,  written  during  various 
intervals  of  great  pain  and  serious  illness, 
have  soothed  many  a  dull  and  weary  hour. 
They  were  never  intended  for  publication,  but 
several  friends  having  strongly  urged  and 
encouraged  me  to  have  them  printed,  I  now 
venture  to  do  so,  soliciting  the  indulgent 
approval  of  those  who,  whilst  perusing  them, 
will  generously  stay  the  hand  of  criticism,  and 
kindly  forgive  their  many  shortcomings. 


LILLIE  ALBRECHT. 


Maych,   1S85. 
Oakley  Square. 


f^os^M^- 


yincs  on  iljc  a|?prr)atj)mg  p.cto  gear. 


THE  clock  strikes  twelve,  and  merry  peals 
Are  ringing  far  and  near, 
Announcing  in  right  joyous  strains 

The  birth  of  a  "  New  Year." 
Gay  sounds  alike  from  distant  chimes 

Are  breaking  forth  on  earth, 
Resounding  through  the  midnight  hour 

The  dawning  of  its  birth. 
And  congregations  far  and  near 

Are  ofif'ring  praise  in  song, 
At  midnight  service,  gratefully, 

For  mercies  sent  so  long. 
As  at  my  window-sill  I  muse 

And  ponder  o'er  past  years 
Which  never  can,  alas!  come  back. 

A  rush  of  blinding  tears 
Unbidden,  flow  into  my  eyes. 

As  thought  succeeding  thought, 


Recalls  past  mercies  richly  giv'n 

When  Heaven's  help  was  sought. 
What  changes  have,  alas,  been  wrought 

In  these  past  years  now  gone  ? 
Dear,  cherish'd  friends  have  pass'd  away, 

Their  memory  how  we  mourn  ! 
Their  place  on  earth  is  vacant  now, 

Their  voices  hush'd  and  still, 
But  they  have  woke  in  realms  of  light. 

Obedient  to  God's  will. 
The  future  weeks,  the  coming  months. 

Of  this  "  New  Year"  just  born, 
What  will  they  bring  forth  in  their  train 

Commenced  on  earth  this  morn  ? 
None  can  foresee,  'tis  not  for  us 

To  say  what  may  be  sent 
Thro'  vistas  of  long  years,  nor  know 

The  Lord  of  Host's  intent. 
As  month  by  month,  and  year  by  year. 

Is  gently  gliding  by, 
As  ev'ry  fleeting  day  on  earth 

Draws  on  Eternity, 
May  we  so  live  that  God  will  grant 

A  Jwlier  "New  Year  " 
May  dawn  for  us  in  purer  worlds, 

With  all  to  us  most  dear  ! 
Then  in  bright  realms  far,  far  away. 

Where  reigns  unchanging  love. 
May  we  from  sleep  arise  one  day, 

To  dwell  with  God  above. 


Cfe^  (Solbm  garp^rs. 


(From  the  Book  of  the  Revelations). 


A  GLORIOUS  flood  of  crimson  light, 
Lay  on  the  golden  west, 
And  pearl-like  clouds,  surpassing  bright. 

Breath'd  of  eternal  rest ; 
The  sun  was  sinking,  day  was  o'er, 

And  tints  of  golden  light 
Were  fading  fast,  and  Nature  wore 
The  garb  of  coming  night. 


A  stillness  in  the  air  around. 

And  on  th'  horizon  lay, 
All  but  the  rolling  ocean's  sound 

Spoke  of  departing  day. 
And  as  I  gazed  upon  a  scene 

So  calm,  so  still,  so  grand, 
The  shades  of  evening  fell  serene 

Upon  a  glorious  band. 

And  stealing  on  the  list'ning  ear 

A  sound  of  voices  came, 
And  Harpers  with  their  Harps  drew  near 

Sounding  Jehovah's  fame. 


And  multitudes  soon  drew  in  sight 

Each  with  a  golden  lyre, 
Singing  to  God  with  all  their  might, 

Each  angel  chanting  higher. 

And  Seraphims  from  out  the  sky, 

Of  crimson,  gold,  and  blue, 
Joined,  too,  in  richest  melody, 

All  praising  God  anew. 
And  in  my  dream  I  seem'd  to  hear 

This  holy  throng  each  time. 
Give  God  more  praise,  in  voice  more  clear, 

In  music  more  sublime. 


At  length  in  strains  more  tenderly, 

They  softly  stole  away, 
Returning  to  that  land  on  high, 

A  land  of  endless  day. 
Entranc'd  I  listen'd  to  the  last, 

Till  not  a  sound  was  given. 
They've  vanished  to  those  realms  so  vast, 

And  pieced  the  gates  of  Heaven  ! 


%  €^xxdmnB  Crust  in  (§ur  ^afaiour. 


IF  I  were  on  a  bed  of  pain, 
And  had  for  many  years  thus  lain, 
With  but  small  hope  of  health  to  gain, 
I  feel  that  I  could  bear  all  this 
For  Thee,  for  Thy  dear  sake. 

If  I  were  in  a  prison  bound, 

Though  guiltless,  fetter'd  to  the  ground, 

Removed  so  far  from  human  sound, 

I  know  that  I  could  bear  all  this 
For  Thee,  for  Thy  lov'd  sake. 

If  I  were  on  the  ocean  cast, 

Exposed  to  every  stormy  blast. 

And  feared  our  ship  was  sinking  fast, 

I'm  sure  that  I  could  brave  all  this 
For  Thee,  for  Thy  sweet  sake. 

I  need  not  ask  a  blessing  twice. 
One  word  of  Thine  would  quite  suffice, 
'Twould  reach  God's  throne  in  Paradise, 
If  asked  by  Thee 

For  Thy  blest  sake. 


JTiius  on  iht  gtat^  of  a  Slutj^  gclobeb 
anb  btri)  g^epl^r  |^amtnic!tr  Jfruntr. 


THERE  is  a  land  far,  far  away, 
Where  sorrow  is  unknown, 
Where  grief  and  anguish  enter  not. 
But  where  Love  dwells  alone. 

There  is  a  land  where  flowers  bloom, 
Where  angels  wing  their  way. 

Where  birds  for  ever  warble  forth 
One  long  continued  lay. 

There  is  a  land  whose  holy  ground 

No  mortal  e'er  can  tread, 
A  world  where  Jesus  reigns  supreme. 

With  glory  round  His  head. 

Sin  is  not  known  in  this  pure  sphere, 

Grief  cannot  enter  here. 
The  golden  gates  are  tightly  barr'd 

From  every  earthly  fear. 

To  these  bright  realms,  so  far  away 

From  human  ken  or  ear, 
A  pure,  sweet  spirit  has  gone  forth, 

Before  God  to  appear. 


For  though  to  us  on  earth  she's  lost, 

She  dwells  in  regions  fair, 
Rewarded  for  her  pure  sweet  life, 

Remov'd  from  worldly  care. 

She's  gone  where  weeping  ne'er  is  seen, 
She's  gained  that  shore  on  high. 

Where  God  has  promised  He  will  wipe 
All  tears  from  every  eye. 

Ah,  may  I  join  her  there  one  day. 
To  dwell  mid  peace  and  love. 

Where  friends  will  meet  to  part  no  more, 
In  Paradise  above. 


(L)n  the  ^^bseitce  of  a  bclobtb  Jfrientr. 


WHEN   twilight's  hour  is  drawing  near,  and  day  is  on 
the  wane, 
I  often  muse  on  one  most  dear,  and  pine  to  meet  again. 
When   darkness  reigns  thro'out  the  land,  and  none  save 

God  is  nigh, 
I  often  shed  a  silent  tear,  xinseen  by  human  eye. 

I  dream  of  times  long  past  and  flown,  and  waft  an  earnest 

. prayer 
That  blessings  may  bestrew  thy  path,  devoid  of  pain  and 

care  ; 
I  can  do  naught  but  think  ofThee,  whose  spirit  hovers  near, 
In  thought  to  me,  unceasingly,  for  Oh  !  Thou  art  so  dear. 

The  silver  moon,  the  glorious  sun  are  envied  most  by  me. 
For  dwell  where'er  thou  wilt  on  earth,  they  each  can  gaze 

on  Thee ; 
But  yet,  that  gentle  face  so  lov'd  is  mirror'd  on  my  heart, 
Oh,   would  that   I    could   ever  feel   that    more  we    ne'er 

should  part. 


ines  on  tht  H^tatjr  of  an  Infant, 


A  LOVELY  Babe  was  sent  on  earth 
To  glad  a  mother's  heart, 
Alas  !  that  mother  little  thought 
That  they  so  soon  must  part. 

When  first  that  angel  boy  was  born, 
God  marked  him  for  His  own, 

To  join  that  cherub  band  above, 
And  hover  round  His  throne. 


This  little  flow'ret  bloom'd  on  earth. 
No  grief  to  him  was  giv'n, 

He  will  awake  in  lands  far  off, 
And  join  the  throng  in  Heav'n. 
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>n  the  (Ukrious  glmtsbns  of  t^t  glesl. 

(From  the  Book  of  Revelations). 


IN   worlds  unknown  to  mortal  man, 
In  regions  pure  and  blest, 
In  spheres  ol  brilliant,  dazzling  light, 
Where  angels  are  at  rest, 
Where  jewell'd  mansions  rich  and  rare, 
Look  down  on  streets  of  gold, 
And  lovely,  pure,  bright  azure  skies, 
In  beauty  are  untold  ; 
Where  rippling  brooks  in  silver  beds 
Flow  on  with  murmuring  sound. 
And  where  the  great  and  Heavenly  Host 
In  hymns  of  praise  resound  ; 
Where  soft  West  winds  keep  whispering 
Sweet  music  all  day  long. 
And  songsters  of  the  richest  plumes 
Warble  the  daintiest  song. 
In  lands  so  beautiful  as  these, 
In  mansions  in  the  sky. 
Does  God,  "The  Great  Omnipotent," 
In  glory  dwell  on  high. 
"Ear  hath  not  heard — eye  hath  not  seen" 
The  Home  prepared  above 
For  those  accounted  by  our  Lord 
Worthy  the  Saviour's  love. 
Here  will  the  weary  find  a  rest, 
A  haven  sweet  and  calm. 
From    their  long  earthly  pilgrimage. 
One  everlasting  balm. 


II 


i^ines  torittcit  in  lan^  (gratittibf  on 
^tcobtxuxQ  from  Serious  |IIncss. 


THE  roseate  hues  of  lovelv  dawn 
Were  spreading  o'er  the  sky 
When,  slumber  stealing  round  my  couch, 

An  angel  from  on  High 
Appear'd  as  I  lay  dreaming  there 

And  whisper'd  soft  and  low, 
"  Pray  earnestly  to  God  for  aid 

In  this,  thy  present  woe. 
Approach  the  throne  of  Grace  in  Faith, 

In  true  belief  and  prayer. 
Touch  but  the  hem  of  Jesu's  robe, 

On  Him  cast  all  thy  care. 
Believe  implicitly  in  God, 

Love  Him  with  all  thy  might. 
Trust  in  our  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ, 

And  He  will  pve  thee  sight." 

On  this  I  woke,  the  angel's  words 

Still  ringing  in  my  ear, 
And  mutely  offered  up  a  prayer. 

Imploring  God  to  hear. 
I  rose  sustained  that  beauteous  morn, 

Nor  slumber  more  I  sought, 
For  oh  !  the  comfort  I  now  felt 

That  lovely  dream  had  wrought  ! 
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I  thought  of  Jesus  years  ago, 
When  He  came  down  to  earth, 

What  wondrous  miracles  he  did 
On  many  blind  from  birth. 

I  thought  of  Jesus  on  the  cross, 

Of  all  He  then  endured  ; 
The  multitude  of  suffering  folk 

By  Him  completely  cured  ; 
And  I  am  sure  that  our  dear  Lord 

Will  also  make  me  whole, 
And  send  His  Heavenly  Spirit  down 

Into  my  inmost  soul. 
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Ut  ^^^oto  of  iVnt. 


WHEN  Jesus  came  on  earth  to  dwell, 
And  left  His  home  above, 
What  wondrous  miracles  He  wrought, 

In  all-enduring  love. 
He  cured  the  sick  and  suffering, 

The  dead  to  life  He  raised. 
His  fame  arose  throughout  Judea, 

All  Israel  was  amazed. 
The  blind  from  Him  received  their  sight, 

The  lame  were  made  to  walk. 
The  deaf  obtained  their  hearing  too. 

Through  Him  the  dumb  could  talk. 
And  we  are  told,  it  came  to  pass, 

That  our  dear  Lord  one  day 
Went  to  a  city  called  Nain, 

And  as  He  pass'd  that  way 
He  met  a  dead  man  carried  out, 

Nigh  to  the  city  gate  ; 
A  widow'd  mother's  only  son. 

And  much  touched  at  her  fate 
Christ  mercifully  turned  at  once 

When  He  beheld  her  grief, 
For  Jesus  knew  within  himself 

Her  anguish  would  be  brief; 
And  knowing  she  was  left  alone, 

And  how  that  son  was  lov'd, 


Our  gentle  Saviour  at  that  sight 

Was  with  compassion  mov'd. 
So  Jesus  came  and  touched  the  bier, 

And  they  that  bear  the  dead 
Stood  still,  and  heard  those  gracious  words 

Our  blessed  Saviour  said: 
"  Young  man,  I  say  to  thee,  arise," 

And,  lo,  he  who  had  died 
Returned  to  life  at  that  command. 

Death  was  at  once  defied  ! 
Then  likewise  he  began  to  speak, 

And  great  fear  fell  on  all, 
And  they  the  Lord  did  glorify, 

And  on  God's  name  did  call. 
What  must  that  parent  then  have  felt 

At  so  much  mercy  shown  ? 
At  such  a  miracle  performed  ? 

What  joy  for  her  alone  ! 
And  though  Christ  dwells  in  Paradise, 

That  Saviour  is  the  same 
As  when  he  dwelt  on  earth,  for  all 
Who  call  upon  His  name. 
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GREAT  God  !  and  may  a  sinner  dare 
To  call  Thee  all  her  own, 
May  she  one  day  Thy  glory  share, 
And  view  Thee  on  Thy  throne  ? 

Thy  mercies.  Lord  poured  forth  anew, 

Unnumbered  blessings  give. 
Oh  !  teach  me  then  what  I  can  do 

For  Thee  alone  to  live. 

Do  Thou  Thy  grace  to  me  impart, 

Give  me  Thy  help  divine. 
Create  in  me  a  purer  heart, 

And  make  me  wholly  Thine. 

I  know,  oh  Lord,  my  sins  are  great, 

Too  great  for  me  to  bear, 
But  if  we  pray  before  too  late, 

I  know  that  Thou  wilt  hear. 

Then  with  such  gracious  words  as  these 

Why  do  we  not  all  pray, 
Look  up  to  Thee  on  bended  knees 

While  yet  we  know  the  way  ? 

There  is  a  path  direct  to  peace, 

To  us  this  hope  is  giv'n, 
That  will  all  pain  from  us  release, 

And  lead  us  straight  to  Heaven. 

If  while  on  earth  Thy  love  we  share, 

A  happier  day  will  dawn. 
Then  let  me  chiefly  live  in  prayer. 

Till  that  blest  hour  is  born. 


i6 

%  Spirit  .Sfckirrg  Best- 


THROUGHOUT  the  changing  scenesoflile, 
I  oft  in  sorrow  roam, 
For  though  this  world  is  beautiful, 
My  spirit  pines  for  Home. 

The  summer  flowers  bud  and  bloom, 

Then  quickl}'^  fade  away. 
But  in  my  Father's  garden  are 

Rare  plants  which  ne'er  decay. 

Those  flowers  fair  and  beautiful 

Are  far  too  sweet  for  earth, 
They  only  give  their  rich  perfume 

In  their  blest  place  cf  birth. 

Wheve  is  that  blest  and  hallow'd  spot 

Where  reigns  eternal  love  ? 
'1  is  far  beyond  those  sunny  skies, 

In  Heaven's  courts  above  ! 

Then  marvel  not,  oh  !  mother  dear, 

If  I  in  sorrow  roam. 
For  my  sad  spirit  sighs  to  be 

Within  my  Father's  home. 

We  do  not  know  when  we  lie  down 

If  we  shall  ever  rise  ; 
For  'ere  we  wake  we  may  be  called 

To  rest  mid  sunlit  skies, 

Then  let  us  dwell  in  chanty 

While  life  is  given  us  still ; 
And  try  to  act  sweet  Angel's  parts 

In  doing  God's  blest  will. 
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^J  gtrtbbrtn  Misb 

(To  mj/  Mother). 


WHETHER  to-day  be  wet  or  fine, 
Whether  the  glorious  sun  doth  shine 
What  matter  ?  If  but  the  light  divine 
Thisjnorn,  for[ thee,  will  bless. 

Whether  in  sorrow,  or  in  mirth — 
Whether  thou  prosper'st  while  on  earth — 
What  matter  ?  if  but  thy  day  of  birth 
ss  In  paradise  be  blest. 

Mother !  who  all  thy  life  hast  tried 
To  trust  in  God  as  thy  sure  guide 
May  Jesus  say  "  with  Me  abide 
For  ever,  and  be  blest  !  " 


i8 


%  Ipvancr  to  our  Sabiour. 


I  LAID  me  down  at  Jesus  feet 
Entreating  His  dear  hand 
Would  lead  me  where  my  Father  calls, 
Into  that  better  land. 

I  laid  me  down  at  Jesu's  feet 

Beseeching  Him  to  plead 
With  God,  to  pardon  each  grave  fault ; 

Each  wicked  sinful  deed  ! 

I  laid  me  down  at  Jesu's  feet 

Quite  sure  it  would  suffice 
If  He  would  only  plead  for  me, 

1  need  not  ask  God  twice. 

I  laid  me  down  at  Jesu's  feet 

Entreating  Him  to  hear. 
And  patiently  to  bear  with  me, 

And  banish  ev'ry  fear. 

I  make  this  prayer  in  humbleness 

In  sorrow  for  my  sin 
O,  Jesus  !  Saviour  of  the  world 

I  pray  Thee  Ut  me  in  I 
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#iT  i^t  percD  of  6ob. 


OH  !  that  our  earthly  thoughts  could  turn 
Towards  One  who  reigns  above, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  highest  star, 
And  daily  shows  His  love  ! 

God  does  not  dwell  upon  our  sins, 

Else  He  could  ne'er  forgive. 
And  if  He  never  pardon'd  us 

How  could  we  breathe  or  live  ? 

The  greatest  sinner  has  a  hope 

With  God  to  be  forgiven  ; 
For  if  he  prays  with  penitence 

The  Saviour  hears  in  heaven. 

That  name  above  all  others  blest 

Thrills  every  heart,  and  why  ? 
None  other  can  such  comfort  give, 

Christ  for  our  sins  did  die. 
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%,  §torm  at  S 


ea. 


Lines  written  on  seeing  a  Storm  at  Sea  at  St.  Leonards. 


WHAT  sight  can  enter  man's  idea 
More  wonderfully  grand 
Than  witnessing  a  storm  at  sea — 
The  work  of  God's  own  hand  ? 
The  billows  fiercely  rage  and  swell, 
The  waters  rise  and  fall ; 
At  Thy  rebuke,  O  Lord,  they  flee, 
Returning  at  Thy  call. 

I  stood  and  gazed  upon  the  storm, 

And  felt  transfixed  with  awe 

At  Him  who  set  the  sea  its  bounds  ; — 

Grand  was  the  sight  I  saw  ! 

The  hurricane,  midst  spray  and  foam. 

Was  raging  fierce  and  loud, 

All  seem'd  to  speak  of  God's  just  wrath, 

And  to  their  Maker  bowed. 

The  tempest's  roar,  the  angry  waves, 

The  moaning  of  the  wind, 

A  sight  more  grand  I  ne'er  had  seen, 

Or  ever  called  to  mind. 

And  then  recurr'd  to  me  those  years 

When  Christ  dwelt  here  below, 

And  when  a  mighty  tempest  rose, 

The  waves  leapt  high  and  low. 


21 

The  ship  was  cover'd  with  the  main, 

But  our  blest  Saviour  slept, 

And  His  disciples  felt  great  fear 

As  o'er  them  all  it  swept. 

The  waves  dash'd  o'er  the  ship  with  force 

And  filled  it  to  the  brink  ; 

And  they  in  fear  and  agony 

Cried  "  Save  us,  Lord  we  sink." 

Then  Christ  arose,  rebuking  sea 

And  wind,  both  far  and  near, 

And  said  "  O  ye  of  little  faith, 

Ah  !  wherefore  did  ye  fear  "  ? 

And  then  He  bade  the  storm  to  cease, 

Exclaiming  "  Peace  be  still  " 

And  lo  !  the  elements  obeyed. 

And  yielded  to  His  will. 

The  sea  before  so  wild,  so  grand, 
Drew  back  at  Jesu's  word  1 
And  instantly  a  calm  set  in 
The  Saviour's  voice  was  heard. 
The  boundless  ocean  knew  full  well. 
His  Majesty  on  High, 
The  troubled  waters,  fierce  and  grand 
Obeyed  their  Maker's  cry  ! 

Come  let  us  pray  unto  the  Lord 

Rejoicing  in  our  King, 

Whose  hands  created  the  dry  land. 

The  sea  and  everything. 

Then  let  us  worship  and  fall  down 

And  kneel  before  His  throne, 

And  act,  as  well  as  say  these  words 

"  Oh  !   Lord,  Thy  will  be  done." 
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§n  tlje  earln  gcutb  of  a  JToitng  SatJij. 


(hrom  Scarletina). 


TN  one  of  England's  loveliest  spots 

A  noble  mansion  lays, 
Which  till  grim  death  stood  knocking  there 
Knew  nought  but  happy  days  ! 
A  young  and  lovely  girlish  form 
Had  passed  away  from  earth 
In  all  her  thoughtless,  guileless  youth 
Of  Inocence  and  mirth  ! 

A  stillness  reigns  throughout  that  house — 

A  solemn,  solemn  awe, 

A  look  of  anguish  meets  each  face, 

That  ne'er  was  seen  before. 

There  is  a  hush  in  every  room 

A  soul  has  just  sped  home 

Far,  far  beyond  the  silent  tomb, 

God  calling  her  to  come  ! 

In  three  short  days  that  bright  young  life 

Was  sever'd  from  all  eyes. 

While  white  rob'd  angels  beckon'd  her 

To  join  them  in  the  skies. 

They  laid  her  low,  one  heav'nly  morn 

Mid'  flow'rets  sweet  and  rare. 

And  buried  in  her  loveliness 

They  left  her  slumb'ring  there. 
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Then  though  unseen  by  mortal  eye 
The  Saviour  in  His  love, 
Took  tenderly  her  hand  in  His 
And  guided  her  above  ! 

Behold  the  stricken  mother  kneel 

Beside  that  snowy  bed, 

As  weeping  she  cannot  believe 

Her  bright  sweet  child  is  dead  ! 

The  broken-hearted  father  too 

Is  lost  in  mute  despair 

For  well  he  knows  that  never  more 

Her  voice  will  echo  there  ! 

Fond  parents  !  stay  those  scalding  tears 
Ah  !  cease  those  weeping  eyes, 
Your  child  is  now  in  Paradise 
And  dwells  beyond  the  skies  ! 
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#n  mu  Potljcr's  IBlrtbbug. 


IF  each  unutter'd  little  word 
Sweet  mother  when  I  pray 
Could  rise  to  heaven,  and  be  heard 

On  this  thy  natal  day. 
Thou  would'st  have  blessings  rich  and  rare 

Pour'd  daily  on  thy  head, 
While  spirits  would  thy  sorrows  bear 
And  watch  beside  thy  bed  ! 

The  angels  whisper  as  they  meet, 

Oh  !  may  this  morn  be  bright 
With  radiant  sun  to  cheer  and  greet 

All  nature  with  his  light. 
Companion,  Mother,  loving  friend 

All  names  combined  most  dear, 
May  ev'ry  thing  in  this  life  tend. 

To  wipe  away  each  tear  ! 
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en  all  is  busb'b  (song). 


(Set  to  Music) 


WHEN  all  is  hush'd  in  quiet  sleep 
And  morn  is  breaking  calm  and  sweet, 
May  angels  bear  this  on  tlicir  wing 

To  lay  it,  mother,  ;it  thy  feet ! 
I  love  thee  more  than  I  can  tell, 

Thou  art  to  me  a  stream  ol  light 
That  shines  upon  me  when  in  grief, 
Shedding  rays  in  the  darkest  night  ! 

This  world  although  so  beautiful 

Without  tliee,  would  to  me  be  nought. 
Indeed  all  nature  would  seem  sad 

Away  from  ihee,  my  fondest  thought ! 
The  sun  itself  would  seem  less  bright — 

The  birds  less  joyous,  gay  and  free. 
Indeed  this  world  would  seem  quite  chang'd 

Beloved  mother  without  thee  ! 

Then  when  one  day  we're  doomed  to  part, 
My  inmost  wish  on  earth  will  be 

To  pray  with  all  my  heart  and  soul 
In  heaven  above  to  dwell  with  thee  ! 
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^n  Pcmorn  of  tin  liitc  |.  ^l.  Jlatrison,  <^sq. 


(For  30  v^«»'5  Musical  Critic  in  the  "  Times,"  S-c,,  &-C..J 


THE  bells  have  ceased  that  toll'd  the  live-long  day 
The  mourners  noiselessly  have  gone  their  way. 
Their  last  most  painful  duty  now  is  o'er 
Of  bidding  him  farewell,  who  breathes  no  more  ! 

His  active  work  on  earth  is  past  and  done — 
His  fame  in  life  was  honorably  won, 
With  striking  power  wielded  he  that  pen 
Which  made  him  prominent  among  great  men  ! 

That  gifted  intellectual  brain  now  sleeps, 
And  earth's  renown  deservedly  he  reaps  ; 
And  stricken  hearts  are  full  of  woe  and  grief, 
For  him  whose  span  of  life  was  far  too  brief  ! 

His  gentle  nature  too  so  fond  and  true. 

His  kindliness  of  heart  which  all  well  knew 

Have  left  a  void  which  few  can  ever  fill  ; 

His  voice  is  hush'd,  his  mem'fy  dwells  here  still  ! 

Literature  has  lost  a  shining  light. 
His  wondrous  lore  has  past  away  from  sight, 
The  silent  grave  contains  his  earthly  frame — 
His  work  remains  to'immortalize  his  name. 
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THE  dying  year  is  fading  fast 
'Twill  soon  be  gone,  'twill  soon  be  past ! 
But  ere  it  quite  departs  away, 
To  give  birth  to  a  new  born  day, 
To  usher  in  bright  azure  skies, 
To  see  the  sunlight  set  and  use, 
To  hear  the  carol  of  the  birds. 
The  cattle  lowing  in  tlieir  herds  ; 
To  watch  the  flowing,  rippling  stream. 
The  bright  sun  darting  many  a  gleam 
On  distant  ships  with  noble  sails, 
Hurrying  on  'mid  fitful  gales  ; 
These  thousand  calls  of  nature's  voice. 
Whose  gifts  are  all  so  rare,  50  choice. 
That  ere  this  dying  year  fades  by, 
I  fain  would  waft  a  prayer  on  high 
In  gratitude  to  Him  above. 
Who  daily  shows  His  wond'rous  love, 
For  all  the  mercies  hourly  given 
Pour'd  down  abundantly  from  heaven. 
What  joys,  what  griefs,  what  hopes,  what  fears, 
Have  happened  in  these  past  gone  years  ! 
What  changing  scenes  have  taken  place. 
Through  many  a  clime,  in  many  a  race  ; 
What  battles  have  been  fought  and  won, 
'Neath  the  Almighty's  glorious  sun  ; 
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On  India's  burning,  scorcliing  sliore, 
Where  leopards  pant,  where  lions  roar  ! 
What  noble  deeds  some  men  have  done, 
Whose  course  on  earth  has  ceased  to  run  ! 
God  in  His  mercy  and  His  love 
Sent  down  our  Saviour  from  above, 
Who  died  that  he  might  save  us  all, 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  great,  the  small. 
With  such  a  gracious  gift  thus  giv'n 
With  such  a  hope  of  reaching  heav'n 
Though  years  may  come  and  pass  away, 
Ah  !  may  we  ever,  always  pray. 
That  God  may  find  us  more  and  more 
Worthy  to  dwell  on  that  bright  shore. 
In  that  eternal  home  of  rest, 
With  angels,  cherubs,  and  the  blest  ; 
To  thee,  farewell  we  say,  old  year 
Life's  gently  fading,  heaven  is  near  ; 
And  may  we  one  day  view  that  shore, 
To  dwell  with  God  for  evermore  ! 
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MISCELLANEOUS, 


c  Sisters.  Ifganntlj  antj  Sophra. 


COME,  said  papa,  we'll  take  a  walk 
And  )'ou  shall  choose  the  way, 
Along  the  smooth  and  pebbly  shore 

Where  the  green  billows  play, 
Unless  you  rather  would  parade 
Upon  the  public  esplanade. 

Thank  you  Papa  exclaimed  Sophia 

But  I  prefer  the  beach. 
That  we  may  watch  the  sea-gulls  soar 

So  far  beyond  our  reach  ; 
Or  listen  to  the  murmuring  roar 
Of  ocean's  wave  along  the  shore. 

But  1  said,  H}.acinth,  shall  choose 

The  charming  esplanade  ; 
I  like  to  see  the  ladies  fair 

Who  by  the  shops  parade  ; 
Far  more  amusing  this  to  me 
Than  always  gazing  at  that  sea  ! 
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So  having  said,  this  little  group 

Proceeded  on  its  way, 
But  Hyacinth's  whole  heart  seem'd  full 

Of  fashion  and  display. 
The  dress  of  every  passer  by 
Attracted  her  admiring  eye. 

Look,  look  Sophia,  she  exclaim'd, 

Did  you  see  that  sweet  hat, 
I  wish  you  had  1  it  well  became 

That  pretty  girl  who  sat 
Upon  the  bench,  dressed  in  pale  green 
The  loveliest  shade  I  've  ever  seen  ! 

Now  pray  do  just  observe,  my  dear. 
These  charming  mantles  too. 

What  tasty  trimmings,  but  I  think 
Their  colour  is  too  blue. 

And  that  gold  fringe,  why  it  might  vie 

With  the  rich  tints  of  yonder  sky  ! 

Look  at  those  sashes  too  and  bows 
How  well  they  match  together, 

And  did  you  ever  see,  Sophia 
A  finer  Ostrich  feather, 

Or  one  more  sweetly  curl'd  than  that 

Which  Florence  Gray  wore  in  her  hat  ? 

All  this  Sophia  did  not  hear 
Her  thoughts  were  far  away, 

Her  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  sea 
For  there  the  sun's  last  ray 

Declining  in  the  golden  west 

Seem'd  e'en  to  hush  the  waves  to  rest. 
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Look  Hyacinth  my  love  said  she, 

For  miles  along  the  beach, 
See  how  the  billows  smoothly  glide 

Ere  they  their  bound'ries  reach  ! 
How  calm  this  scene  o'er  sky  and  land. 
Created  by  the  Almighty's  hand  ! 

Oh  !  who  can  for  one  instant  gaze 

Upon  the  distant  ocean 
And  not  breathe  forth  a  word  of  praise 

With  feelings  of  devotion. 
Whilst  watching  all  its  tints  of  gold 
And  ever  varying  hues  unfold  ! 

Those  only  who  have  wordly  tastes 
And  fill  their  thoughts  with  dress 

My  Hyacinth,  would  think  like  you 
And  say  all  you  express. 

And  I  feel  grieved  that  all  your  talk 

Has  turn'd  on  fashion,  in  our  walk  ! 

But  as  you're  young,  pursued  Papa, 

I  hope  you'll  strive  to  pray 
That  all  these  trifling  notions  soon 

Will  vanish  quite  away. 
Then,  like  Sophia  your  thoughts  will  rise 
To  God,  who  made  both  sea  and  skies  ! 
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►it  tj)e  Cbarm  of  Ulustc. 


METHOUGHT  I  heard  some  lovely  strain 
A  lowly,  soft,  sweet  sound 
Of  music  on  mine  ear,  again 

It  fell,  then  lo,  I  found 
It  was  no  dream  as  I  had  thought 

But  beautiful  and  real, 
A  day  dream  if  you  will 

But  nought  of  fancy  or  ideal. 
T'was  soft  and  low,  as  though  it  spoke 

Of  bygone  days  serene 
And  sad  sweet  mem'ries  it  awoke 

Of  some  forgotten  scene. 
Like  angel  voices,  hush'd  and  sweet 

Soft  breathing  on  the  ear 
As  if  its  strains  would  fain  entreat 

The  tribute  of  a  tear. 
Once  more  it  thrill'd  the  listener  through 

Like  echoes  of  the  past 
Till  fainter  still  the  music  grew. 

And  died  away  at  last  ! 
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#n  mx  Inkxntr  Mox^. 


'rpWAS  nothing  !  a  mere  unkind  word 

X      From  thoughtless  lips  that  fell, 
Forgotten  too  as  soon  as  said 
And  meaningless  as  well. 

And  yet  into  the  feeling  heart 

Sinks  deep  that  little  word, 
Which  grows  apace  and  rankles  there 

As  soon  as  it  is  heard  ! 

Thus  often  will  one  single  word 

Unknown  its  end  fulfil 
And  bear  in  seed  its  flow'r  or  fruit 

In  actions  good  or  ill  [ 
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^n  the  Birtbban  of  ih  late  Countess  of 
Cbarlemont. 

o 

(June  2ist) 


OH  !  month  of  all  the  sweetest  flow'rs 
Decked  out  in  rich  array, 
When  nature  lenghtens  out  her  hours 
To  hear  each  warbler's  lay. 

The  ling'ring  day  seems  loth  to  close 
This  fair  earth  with  dark  night, 

And  scarcely  will  allow  repose 
Before  once  more  'tis  light. 

The  forest  clad  with  em'rald  green 
The  nightingale's  sweet  song 

Combine  to  make  a  lovely  scene 
As  ev'ry  branch  they  throng. 

The  gliding  streamlet  seems  to  know 

This  morn  is  blest  on  earth  ; 
Sweet  village  bells  are  chiming  low, 

This  is  thy  day  of  birth  ! 

The  soft  and  gentle  summer  breeze 
Stirs  the  green  leaves  in  play. 

Whilst  echoes  whisper  through  the  trees 
This,  is  the  fairest  day  ! 
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%  grtam  of  #t()cr  years. 


(A    Tale). 


AH,  sweet  the  dream  I  dreamt  la?t  night  ;  o'er  which  I 
wept  glad  tears, 
For  vividly  returned  to  me  lov'd  scenes  of  bygone  years. 
Fond  visions  of  a  happy  past  stood  clear  before  m}'  view, 
And  days  long  flown  from  memory  came  back  to  me  anew. 
Once  more  I  saw  my  cottage  home,  recalling  happy  hours  ; 
The  bird-cage  hanging  in  the  porch,  midst  sweetly  scented 

flowers. 
The  lattice  window  curtain-trimm'd,  with  robin  peeping  m. 
His  little  head  so  shyly  turned,  amidst  the  jessamine. 
Our  church,  embedded  in  its  trees,  with  spire  grand  and 

tall. 
The  cattle  slowty  trooping  back,  in  answer  to  our  call. 
The  feathered  songsters  too  I  heard,  each  with  its  note  of 

praise, 
As  flitting,  twitt'ring  all  the  day,  they  warbled  forth  their 

lays. 
The  sounding  of  a  school- bell  came,  borne  on  the  summer 

breeze 
The  children  answering  its  call,  the  droning  hum  of  bees  ; 
I  saw  my  angel  mother  with  her  face  so  calm  and  sweet, 
Yes,  (vivid  was  that  picture) !  in  her  gown  so  trim  and  neat- 
I  saw  my  father  in  the  fiehl,  his  long-us'd  pipe  in  hand. 
An  air  of  business  in  his  g;ut,  all  ready  to  command. 
And  last  of  all  before  me  sto  -d  my  darling  now  long  dead, 
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When  setting  out,  a  sailor  brave,  the  last  dear  words  he  said 
Were,  nevermind,  my  darling  wife,  I'll  soon  be  home  again ; 
He  ever  tried  to  comfort  me  in  sorrow  or  in  pain  ! 
Alas!  he  never  did  come  back — though  years   and  years 

are  past  ! 
I  still  can  hear  that  fearful  gale,  that  thund'ring  of  the  blast! 
When  saving  others  he  was  drown'd,  'twas  like  his  gener- 
ous act, 
He  stay'd  behind    to  give  more  room,  for  close  the  boats 

were  packed. 
When  they  rowed  back  to  take  him  off,  alas !  it  was  too  late ; 
His  care  was  for  his  comrades  first,  and  then  he  met  his 

fate  ! 
No  thoucjht  o(  self  was  in  his  heart,   the  rest  he  wished  to 

save. 
And  through  this  act  of  bravery  met  with  a  watery  grave  ! 
Not  once  he  left  the  ship,  but  would  keep  sending  off  a  few. 
When  at  the  last  his  turn  had  come,  the  deck  had  split  in 

two  ! 
'  Tis  now  full  fifty  years,   nay  more,  that   this  great  grief 

took  place, 
And  yet  it  seems  but  yesterday  since  last  I  saw  his  lace  ! 
He  smil'd  upon  me  in   my   dream,  and  whisper'd,  gently 

'  come. 
And  dwell  with  me  for  evermore  in  our  dear  Father's  home!* 
And  now  I'm  growing  very  old,  all  whom  I  once  did  love 
Have  died  long  since,  ah  1  how  I  pine  to  join  them  all  above, 
In  that  bright  heaven  within  whose  courts  eternal  peace 

will  reign 
And    where   one   day  when  life  is  oer,    we  all  sliall  meet 

again  ! 
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^tms  0n  i^t  lliturn  to  an  ^naslral  gomt 


GREAT  joy  this  day  in  ev'ry  home 
In  cottage,  farm,  and  hall. 
In  spacious  mansions  vast,  and  grand. 
Is  felt  by  one  and  all  ! 

The  sun  pours  forth  his  radiant  light 
O'er  meadow,  field  and  lawn. 

The  timid  stag  forgets  its  fright 
On  this  most  happy  morn. 

The  playful  lambs  come  frolicking 

In  innocence  and  glee, 
The  birds  from  out  their  nests  now  peep 

Warbling  in  minstrelsy. 

But  hark  !  a  distant  sound  is  heard 
Of  rumbling  carriage  wheels. 

And  village  bells  commence  to  ring 
A  chime  of  merry  peals. 

A  smile  on  ev'ry  face  is  seen 

As  nearer  sounds  the  whip, 
May  both  long  life  and  health  be  theirs 

Is  breath'd  from  ev'ry  lip. 
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Each  hat  is  raised  from  ev'ry  head 

And  all  begin  to  cheer, 
Delighted  to  see  back  once  more 

Their  Lord  and  Lady  dear. 

The  vassals  of  this  noble  house 

Drawn  up  in  full  array, 
Give  one  prolong'd  wild  shout  of  joy 

On  this  auspicious  day. 

The  sparkling  ale  and  good  old  cheer 

Are  freely  handed  round. 
While  tankards  held  to  every  lip 

Make  hearts  with  mirth  rebound  ! 
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%  Cak  of  §tmB  Song  Jfbton. 


I  OFTEN  muse  o'er  times  long  flown 
When  by  the  brook  we  two  alone 
Would  while  away  our  pleasant  days, 
Until  the  very  sun's  last  rays 
Warn'd  us  'twas  time  to  sa}^  good  bye, 
The  birds  to  end  their  melody. 
And  bid  all  nature  close  her  eyes 
Until  another  sun  should  rise. 

E'en  now  in  fancy  I  can  hear 

The  sound  of  voices  lov'd  and  dear, 

The    shuffling  noise    of  many  feet 

All  marching  down  our  village  street ! 

For  war  alas  !  had  been  declared, 

And  many  a  grief  would  now  be  shared 

In  silent  hours  when  none  was  by, 

Save  God  !  who  marks  each  tear-stained  eye, 

And  lists  to  many  a  pleading  cry 

Borne  up  on  angel's  wings  on  high  ! 

I  never  can  forget  that  morn 
I  felt  so  sad,  ah  !  so  forlorn  ; 
For  Herbert  was  an  orphan  boy 
A  widow'd  mother's  only  joy  ; 
Who  had  enlisted  with  lots  more 
Who'd  never  left  their  home  before. 
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The  hour  was  six,  one  summer's  day, 
When  they  were  all  to  march  away. 
Oh  !  how  my  aching  heart  did  beat. 
For  when  should  we  again  both  meet  ? 

The  months  flew  by,  the  war  had  ceas'd^ 

The  troops  from  service  were  releas'd, 

But  how  can  I  my  anguish  tell, 

Or  how  my  tears  in  showr's  soon  fell ; 

For  Herbert  ne'er  returned  to  me — 

He  fell,  in  th'hour  of  victory  ! 

My  love  was  number'd  with  the  slain 

A  canon  struck  him  on  that  plain. 

And  he  was  number'd  with  the  dead  ! 

The  battle-field  his  dying  bed  ! 

And  now  long  years  since  then  have  past. 
But  grief  like  mine  must  ever  last ! 
I've  dwelt  alone,  in  my  own  cot 
Unlov'd,  unsought,  and  e'en  forgot  1 
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^tbtx  S^op'  bg  6as  f  igbt. 


WHY,  goodness  me  !  my  pretty  dress 
What  can  have  changed  you  so  ? 
I  bought  you  by  the  light  of  gas, 
Twas  very  wrong  I  know  ! 

I  sent  you  off  to  Mrs.  Stitch 

To  have  you  nicely  made, 
I  find  you  green  instead  of  blue — 

A  frightful  horrid  shade. 

Good  gracious  me  !  my  bonnet  white 
Or,  white  that  should  have  been, 

I  thought  you  were  the  sweetest  thing 
That  eyes  had  ever  seen  ! 

Of  tint  as  pure  as  driv'n  snow 
I  find  you  edged  with  yellow  ; 

You'll  make  my  pale  face  look.  Oh  !  dear, 
Quite  woebegone  and  sallow  ! 

Why,  what  is  this  ?  it  cannot  be. 

My  satin  mantelette  ! 
I  thought  your  color  very  rich, 

A  purple   strip'd  with  jet. 
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Why,  here's  some  grease,  and  there's  a  spot, 

And  bless  me  what    a  stain  ! 
Upon  the  draper's  shelves  for  years 

You  must   I'm   sure  have  lain  ! 

My  pretty  dress,  my  bonnet  white 

My  satin  mantelette 
A  greenish  hue  and  yellow  too, 

To  call  it  striped  with  jet  ! 

To  think  that  /  myself  could  be. 

Deceived  so  by  the  light  ; 
Why  did  I  go,  ah  !    why  indeed 

Shopping  by  gas  at  night  ! 
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